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To the Right honorable, 


the Lady — Counteſſe of 
Pembrooke. 


VV Onder of theſe, glory of other times, 
O thou who Enuy eu'n is forſt Cadmire ; 


Great Patroneſſe of theſe my humble Rymes, 
Which thou fro out thy greatnes dooſt inſpire: 
Sith onely thou haſt deign d to raiſe them higher, 
Vouchſafe now to accept them as thine one, 
Begotten by thy hand, and my deſire, 
wherin my Neale, & thy great might is ſhovpn, 
And ſeeing this unto the world is knowne, 
O leaue not. ſtill ro grace thy wor e in mee : 
Let not the quicꝶning ſeede be ourr-throvne, 
Of that which may de borne to honour thee, 
 Whereof the trauaile } f may challenge mine, 
But yet the 220 Madam 3 e thine, 


TO DELIA. 


: Neo the boundles Ocean of thy beautie, 

5 Runs this poore rinet, charg d & ſtreams of zeale, 
8 Neturning thee the trybute of my duty, 

2 which hete my loue: my youth, my plaints tevesle. 


Heere I vnclaſpe the booke of my eharg d ſoule. 
Where I haue caſt th accounts of all my care : 
Heere haue | ſumm d my ſighes; here I enrole 
Ho they were ſpent for thee, — what they are. 
Looke on the deere expences GS Lo 
And ſec how iuſt I — — thine 
Examine well thy beauty with my trut 
a And croſſe my cares ere greater ſummes ariſe. 
15 Read it ( ſweet maid,) though it be done but . 
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GOE a ca x? 
— ,brought foorth without a mothers 
Preſent the Ima of the cares 1 proue, 

- Witdies your F grieſe exceedes all e 
Sigh out a ary of her crucll deedes. 
Wich inter · ruptod accents of diſpaire : 7 p 
— — AS 

ſtly praiſe, a me my e Fayre. 

Say her diſdaine hath'dryed-vp my blood. 
And ſtarued you. in fuccours ſtill denying : 
Preſſe to her eyes, importune me ſome good, 


Wanken her fleepingpitty with your crying, 
Knock at her hard hart, beg till you haue mou d her, 


And tell th'vnkiad, how deeeely | have lou d her. 1 
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SONNET. 4111: 


F ſo i hap,this of. ſpring of my care, * 
I aa eee 
— — | 
Ah let them theyr on, & mone my Nong. 
But ratouche harte, with vnaffected los. 4. rand 

Approch not to behold ſo great diſtieſſe: 
Cleer-ſightcd you, ſoone note what is a. 
Whilſt blinded ones mine errours neuer geſſe. 
You blinded foules whom youth and errors leade, -. 
You out · caſt Eaglets,dazeled with your ſunne : 
Ah you, and none but you my.ſorrowesreade, 
You beſt can iudge the wrongs that ſhe hath done. 
That ſhe hath done, the motiue of my paine, 
Who whillt I loue, doch kill me with düddaing * 
* A+ Theſe 


SONNET. JJ]. 


T Heſe plaintive verſe, the Poſts of my deſire, 
Which haſte for ſuccour to hor low regard ; 
Beare not report of any ſlender fire, 

| Forging a'prieſe to winne a fames reward, 

Nor are my paſſions lymnd for omwird hewe, 
For that no colours can depainr my ſorrowes : 
DAI 1 A her felie, and all the world may view 
Beſt in my face, her cares hach till d deep furrows 

No Bayes I feeke to deck | 


» 
= 


Theſe lines 1 vic, Craburthen mine oe bart; 
My loue affetts ao fame, ns ſleemes of Art. 
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SONNET. V. 


W Hilſt youth and error led my wandring mind 
and ſet my thoughts in heedles waics e 
All enawates, a Gaddeflc chaſte 1 finde, 
(Dia- like) ta worke my ſuddaine change · 
For her no ſooner had mine eye bewraid, 
But with diſdaine to ſee mee in that place: 
Wich ſaireſt hand, the ſweet vnkindeſt maid, 
Caſts water- cold diſdaine vpon my face. | 
Which turn'd my ſport into a Ha —— 
Which ſtill is chac'd, while | haue: any — 
By mine owne thoughts, ſeite on me by my fairer 
My thouhgrs(like hounds)purſue me to my death 
Thoſe that | foſtred of mine owne accord, 
Are made by her to murder thus theyr Lord. 
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SONNET. Ul. 


Ayre is my loue, and cruell as ſh'is fayre , 

Her brow ſhades frowns, althogh her eies are ſtiny 
Her ſmiles are lightning. though her pride diſpaire, 
And her diſdaines are gall, her fauours hunny. 

A modeſt mayde, deckt with a bluſh of honout, 
Whoſe feet do tread green pathes of youth & loue 
The wonder of all eyes that looke vpon her: 
Sacred on earth, deſign'd a Saint aboue. 

Chaſtity and Beauty, which were deadly foes, 

Live reconciled friends within het brow : 
And had ſhe pitty to conioyne with thoſe, 
Then who had heard the plaints I vtter now. 

O had ſheer not beene fayre, and thus vnkind, 

My Muſe had ſlept, & none had known my minde. 
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SONNET. VII. 


O Had ſhee not beene faire and thus vnkind, 
Then had no finger pointed at my lighines: 
The world had neuer knowne what I doe finde, 
And cloudes obſcure had ſhaded ſtil her brightacs 
Then had no Cenſors eye theſe lynes ſuruaide, 
Nor grauer browes haue iudg'd my Moſe ſo vaine 
No ſunne my bluſh and erronr had bewraid, 
Nor yet the world had heard of ſuch diſdaine. 


Then had | walkt with bold erected face, 


No downe- caſt li oke had ſignified my miſſe 1 
But my degraded hopes, with ſuch diſgtace 
Did farce me grone out grieſes, and vrier this: 
For being full, ſhould l nor then haue ſpoken, 
My ſence oppreſi d, had faild, and hart had * * 
| Thou 


SONMNET, UIIT, 


T Hon poore hart ſacrthz'd vnto the faireſt, - | 
Haſt ſent the incens of thy ſighes to heauen 
Aud ſtill againſt her fro / nes freſh rowes repaigeſt 
And made thy paſſions with ber beauty euen- 
And you mine eyes, the agents of my hart. 
Told the dumbe meſſage of my hidden greife: 
And oft with carcfull turnes, with ſilent Arte, 
Did treat the crbe!l Fayre to yeeld relieſe. 
And you my verſe, the Aduncates of loue, 
Haue followed hard.the proceſſe of my caſe : 
And +. 6 that tyile which doth plainly proue, 
My faith ſhould win, if iuſtice might haue place. 
Yett h I ſee, chat nought we doe can moue her, 
Tu not diſdaine muſt make me ceaſe to loue her. 


VI 


SONNET. IX. 


Ichs be loue, to drawe a weary breath, 
Paint oa floods, vll the ſhore cry to th'ayre : 
With downward lookes, full reading on the eatth 
The'fad memorials of my lopes deſpayre., = 

If this be loue, ta warre againſt my ſoule, 0 
Lye downe te waile. riſe vp to ſigh and grieue, 

The neuer-reſting tone of care to roule. 
Still to eõplaine my griefcs, whilſt none relieue. 

If this be loue, to cloathe me with darke thought, 
Haunting vntroden pathes to waile apart; 

My pleaſures horror, Muſique tragick notes, 

Teares in mine eyes, and forrow at my hatt. 
If chys be loue, to liue a living death, 
O chen loue l. and drawe this weary breatł 


SONNET, X. 


O Then loue I. and draw this weary breath, 
For her the crucll Fayre, within whoſe brow, 
, I written finde the ſentence of my death, 
In vakind letters; wrought ſhe cares not how. 
O thou that rul'ſt the confines of the night, | 
.Laughter-louing goddeſſe, worldly pleaſures 
Intenerat that hart thar ſets ſo light, (Queene, 
The trueſt loue that euer yet was ſcene. 
And cauſe her leaue to tryumph in this wiſe. 
Vpon the proſtrate ſpoyle of that poore hart: 
t ſerues a Trophey to her conquering eyes, 
And muſt theyr glory to the world impart. 
Once let her know, ſh hath don enough to proue me 
And let her pitty if ſhe cannot loue me. 
Q Teares, 


UM 


SONNET. XI. 


Eares, vowes and prayers, winne the hardeſt h 
Teates, vowes and prayers, haue I ſpent in vaine; 
Teares cannot ſoften Flint, nor rowes conuart, 
Prayers preuaile not with a quaint diſdaine. 
Hoſe my tcares, where L hauc loſt my loue i 
I vowe my faith, where faith is notregarded, 
I pray in vaide, a'merciles to moue.:-* 1 1 {i 
So 1area faith ought better be rewarded, - ' - 
Yet though I cannot wm her will with teates, 
Though my ſoules 1doll ſcorneth all my vowegm 
Thaugh all my prayers be to ſo deafe cares, ' 
No fauour though the cruell faire allowes, 
Yer will I weepe, vowe, pray to cruell (hee : 
Hint, froſt, diſdaine, weàres, melts, and yeelds we (ce. 
My 
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M ſpolleſſe loue hoouers with pureſt wing. 
About the temple of the proudeſt frame ; | 
Where blaze thoſe lights fayreſt of eanbly things, 

Which cleere our clowded world with brighteſt 
M'ambitjous thoughts confincd in her fare, 

Aﬀec no honour but what ſhe can giue, 

My hopes doe rcſt in limits of her grace, 

1 weigh no comfort valcſle ſhe rehcue, 
For ſhe that can my hart imparadize, 

Holds in her faireſt hand what deereſt is, 

My fortuncs heeleꝰ's the circle of her eyes, 

Whoſe ro ling grace deigne once a turne of blis, 
All my lives ſweet conſiſts in her alone, 
So much I louc the moſt vnlouing one. 


Behold 


SONNET, XIII. 


B Ehold what hap Praia had to frame, 
And carue his propper grieſe vpon a ſtone, 
My heauy fortune is much like the fame, 
1 worke on Flint, and that's the cauſe I mone. 
For hapleſſe loe even with mine owne deſires, 
I figured oa the Table of mine hart, 
The faireſt _ — all the world admires, 
And fo did perri 
And ſtill Ito och atop Aves av breaſt 4 
Ofher, grace I doe adore. 
Yet canaot fade her — vnto my reſt, 
Hard is her hart, and woe is me therefore. 
O happy he that ioy d his ſtone and arte, | 


Vaha I toloue a hart. ; 
ey —_ I. Thoſe 


SONNET. XIIII. 


T Hoſe ſnary locks, are thoſe ſame ners(my Deere,) 
Where-with my libertie thou didſt ſurprize; 
Loue was the flame that fired me ſo neere, 
The Dart tranſpearſing, were thoſe Chriſtall eyes. 
Strong is the net, and feruent is the flame; 
— the wound my ſighes doe well report : 
Yet doe I loue, adore, and praiſe the ſame, 
That holds, that burnes, ꝓ wounds me in this ſort. 
And liſt not ſecke to breake, to quench, to heale, 
The bond, the flame, the wound that ſeſtreth ſo, 
By knife, by liquor, or by ſalue to deale : 
So much | pleaſe to perriſh in my woe. 
Yet leaſt long trauailes be aboue my ſtrength, 
Good Dx 14 loſe, quench, heale me now at ge, 


vi 


SONNET, XV. 


1F that a loyall hart and fayth vaſined, 

I 1 a ſweet languiſh with a chaſt deſire, 

If hunger-ſtaruen thoughts ſo long retained, 

Fed but with ſmoake, and cheriſht but with fire. 
And if a brow with cares characters painted, | 

Bewraies my loue, with broke words halſe ſpoken 

To her that ſits in my thoughts Temple fainted, 

And layes to view my Vultar- -gnawne bart Ae 
If I haue done due ho to her eyes, 

And had my ſighes ſtil —. — 

If on her — — life and honour lyes, 

And ſheſth ' vnkindeſt mayd)ſtill ſcomenhe ſame, 
Let this ſuffiſe, that all the world may ſe, 
The fault is hers, though mine the bun muſi bee.. 
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SONNET. XVI. 


Appy in ſleepe,waking content to languiſh, 
| 
| He ing clawdes 2 day — 
My ioyes but ſhado ws, touch of truth my anguiſh 
: Griefes euer ſpringing, comforts neuer borne, 
And ſtill expecting when ſhe will rclent, 


. So many rowes, and prayers hauing ſpent 
That weary of my ſells, 1 loathe to lyue. y 
And yet the Hydra of my cares renewes, 


And ſtill my hope the Sommer windes purſues, 
"Finding no end nor period of my paine. | 
This is my ſtate, my griefes doe touch ſo neetely 
And thus I live bccaule I loue her deerely. why 


Grone hoarce with crying mercy, mercy gyue ; 


Juli new-borne ſorrowes of her freſh diſdaine : | 


—— evade and te . — rr 
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SoNNET. XII. 


ſhould I ſing in verſe, why ſhould 1 frame, 
eſe ſad neglected notes for her deere ſake? 


Why ſhould I offer vp vnto her name, 

The ſweeteſt ſacrifice my youth can make? 
Why ſhould I ſtrive to make her live for euer, 

That ncuer deignes to giue me ioy to liue? 


Why should m afflicted Muſe ſo muck endeuour, 


Such honour vnto cruchrie to giue ? 


If her defects haue purchaſt her this fame, 


What ſhould her vertues doe, her ſmiles, her lone ? 
If this her worſt, how ſhould her beſt inflame :? 
What paſſions would her milder fauours move? 


Fau 


? ha 


SONNET. VIII. 


F Incethe firſt looke that led me to this error, 

To this thoughts. maze, to my confuſion tending- 
Still haue 1 liu d in griefe, in hope, in error, 
The circle of my ſorrowes neuer ending. 


Her eyes exact it, though her hart diſdaines me; 
. 'Scewhatreward he hath that ſerues þ vngratefull, 
So true and loyall loue ho faucur gaines ine. 
Still muſt I wher my yu deſires abated, 
VPpon the Flint of ſuch a hart rebelling , 
And all in vaine, her pride is ſo innated, 
Sbee yeeldes no place at all for pittyes dwelling. 
Oft haue l told her that my ſoule did loue her, 


Tet cannot leaue her loue that holds me hatcfull, © 


(And chat with teares,) yet all this will not moue her. 
| Reſtore 


„ _— 
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SONNET. XIX. 


REftore thy treſſes to the golden Ore, 
Yeeld Citbere. as ſonne thoſe Arkes of loue; 
Bequeath the heauens the ſtarrs that I adore, 
And to th Orient doe thy Pearles remoue. 
Teeld thy hands pride vnto th Iuory white, 
T Arabian odors giue thy breathing ſweete: 
Reſtore thy bluſh vnto Aurora bright. 
To Tleris giue the honour of thy 
Let Venus haue thy graces, her reſigu d, 
And thy ſweet voyce giue backe vato ꝙ Spheares⸗ 
But yet reſtore thy fierce and cruell minde, 
To Hyrea T And to ruthles Beares. 
Teeld to the Marble thy hard hart againe, 
So ſhalt thou ceaſe to plague, and I to paine. 


If 


SONNET, XX. 


I F Beauty thus be clowded with a frowne, 
That pitty ſhines no comfort to my blis, 
And vapour of diſdaine ſo quer-growne, 
That my lives light thus wholy datkned is. 
bas 1 morc moleſt the world with cryes? - 
he ayre with ſigh&,the earth below with teares? 
Sith I live batefull to thoſe ruthleſſe eyes, 
Vering with vntun d moane her dainty cares. 
If I haue lou d her deerer then my breath. 
My breath that calls the heauens to witnes it: 
And ſtill muſt hold her deere till afier death. 
And if chat all this cannot moue a whit, 
Tet let her ſay, that ſhe hath done me wrong, . 
| To vic me thus, and know I loud ſo long. — 
e 


LIM! 


SONNET. TAI. 


Come Death the anchor-hold of all my 2 
My laſt reſort whereto my ſoule appeales, 
For all too long on earth my fancy dotes, 
Whilſt age vpon my waſted body ſteales. 

That hart being mads the Rive of horror, 
That honorcd hath the cruelſt faire that liues, 
The eruelſt faire, that ſees I languiſh for her. 


Yer neuer mercy merrice giues, 
Thys is ber Law — 2 
Bog bor gonna 
fortuae in her eyes, 


ono faire a face, 
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SONNET. XAII. 


T Hei ſorrowing ſighes,F ſmoakes of mine annoy, 
. ® Theſe teates, which heate of ſacred flame diſtils, 
Are thoſe due tribuies that my faith doth pay 
Vato the Tyrant, whoſe vnkindnes kils. 
I ſacrifize my youth, and blooming yecres, 

At her proude ſeete, and ſhe reſpects not it: 

My flawre vatimely's withred with my teares, 

And Winter woes, for ſpring of youth vnfir, 
Sbee thinks a looke may recompence my care, 

And fo with lookcs, prolongs my long-lookt caſe, 

As ſhort that bliſſe, ſo is the comfort rare, 

Yet muſt that bliſſe my hungry thoughts appeaſe. 
Thus ſhe returnes my hopes ſo fruitleſſe euer, 
Once let her loue indeed, or eye me neuer, 1 

0 Falſe 
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SONNET. XAIII. 


E Alſe Hope prolongs my euer - certaine griefe, 
Traytour to me, and faithfull ro my Loue: 
A thouſand times it promis d me relieſe, 
Tet neuer any true effect J proue. 
Oft when 1 find in her no truth at all, 
I banniſh her, and blame her trecherie , 
Let ſoone againe I muſt her backe recall, 
As one that dyes without her companie. 
Thus often as I chaſe my hope from mee, 


Scraight-way ſhe haſtes her vntu DBI 148 eyes, 


Fed with ſome pleaſing looke there ſhall ſhee bee, 
And ſo ſent backe, — thus my fortune lyes. 
Lookes ſeede my Hope, Hope foſters me in vaine, 
Hopes are vnſure, when certaine is my paine. 3 
L 


=—— .. 


SONNET. XXIII. 


Locke in my griefes,and blame me not to mourne, 
From care to care that leades a life fo bad; 
Th Orphan of Fortune, borne to be her ſcorne, 
Whoſe clowded brow doth make my dayes ſo fad 
Long are their nights whoſe cares doe neuer fleepe, 
Lothſome their dayes, whom no ſunne euer iozd, 
Her faircſt eyes doe penetrate ſo deepe, 
That thus I live both day and night annoyd. 
But ſith — roote doth yeeld thus much, 
Her praiſe from my complaint l not part: 
1 — — — cauſe is fock s 1 
Ile praiſe her face, and blame her flinty bare. 
Whill that we make the world admire at vs, 
Her for diſdaine,and me for louing thus. | 
* Raigne 


SONNET. XV. 


* my thoughts ſaire hande, ſweete eye, 
Poſſes me whole, my harts triumvirate: (voyce, 
Yet heauy hart to make ſo hard a choyſe. 

Of ſuch as ſpoile thy poore afflicted ſtate. 
For whilſt they ſtrive which ſhall be Lord of all, 
All my poore life by them is troden dowae : 
** Ul ere@ their Trophics on my fall, 
yceld menvughty gives thEtheir renowne, 
When backe I looke, | ſigh my freedome paſt, 
And waile the ſtate wherein I preſent ſtand ,- 
Aad ſce my fortune euer like to laſt, 
Finding me rain'd with ſuch a beauic hand 
What can I do but yecld ? and yeeld I doo, 
And ſexue all three, and yet they ſpoyle me too. 


SONNET. XVI. 
to the Sparrow purſued by Hau. that 


mee the boſome of Zenecrates. 
Whitby her eye: purſu d. my poore hart flew it, 
Wines the ſacred boſome of my deereſt: 
| Shee there in that ſweet ſanctuarie flew it, 
Where it prefurn'd his ſaferic to be neereſt. 
My priuiledge of faith could not protect it, 
That was with blood & three yeres witnes 
In all which time ſhec neuer could ſuſſ tir, 
For well ſhee ſawe my loue, and how . 
And yet no comfort would her boom | 
No lightning looke, which falling hopes — f 
What bootes tolawes of ſuceout — 
Ladies and Tyrants, neuer lawes reſpedeth. 
Then there I die, where hop'd I to haue ligen , 
Ras by that hand which better might — | 


SONNET. XXVII. 


8 Till ia the trace of my tormented thoughe, 

My ceaſeleſſe cares muſt marich on to my death: 

Thy leaſt regard too deerelie haue I bought, 

Who to — 7 — neuer deign ſt a breath. 
Why — — } ſtop —— — 

Whole eyes were open ro oppteſſe me? 

Why ſhuer ſt thou not q̊ cauſe wheace all did riſe, 

Or heare me now. aad ſeeke how to redreſſe me? 
Iniurious D x x 1 4, yet Ile loue thee ſtill, | 

Whil@ that 1 breathe ia ſomtow of my ſmart 2: 

lle tell the world that I deferu'd but ill, 

And blame my ſelſe for to excuſe thy hart. 
Then iudge who ſinnes the greater of vs twaine, 
I ia my love, or thou in thy diſdaine. : v3 

Ofe 


SONNET. XXIII. 


Orr doe I meruaile, whether Da x 14 8 eyes, 
Are eyes, or els two radiant ſtarres that ſhine : 

For how could Nature euer thus deuiſe, 

Of earth on earth a ſubſtance ſo diuine. 

Starrs ſure they are, whoſe motions rule defires, 
And calme and tempeſt follow their aſpects: 
Their ſweet appearing ſtill ſuch inſpires, 

That makes the world ade fo ſtrange efſecta 

Yet whether fixt or wandring ſtarrs are they, 
Whoſe influence rule the Orbe of my poore hort! 
Fixt ſure they arc, but wandring make me ſtray, 
In endles errors, whence I cannot part. 

Starrs then, not eyes, moue you with milder view, 

Your ſweet aſpect on him that honours you. 


The 
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SONNET. XII. 


TH E ſtarre of my miſhap impoſd this paine, 
To ſpend the Aptill of my yeeres in wayling, 
That euer ſound my fortune in the wayne, 
With hill freſh cates my preſent woes aſſayling. 

Yet her I blame not, though for her tis done, 
Bur my deſites wings fo high aſpyriag. 

Which now ate meſted by that glor ion Sunne, 
That makes me fall tom off my bie detiring. 


And in my fall,! cry for helpe with ſpeed. 


No pittying eye lookes backe vpon my mourning, 

No ſuecout finde | now when moſt | need, 

Th Ocean of my teures muſt-Ctywn me butning. 
Whilſt my diftretie ſhall chriften heranew; ©: 1 


And giue the Creel Fayre this title dug. it 5444 6: \ 
| C. And 
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SONNET. XXX. 


AN D yet I cannotreprehend the flight, 
Or blame th attempt preſuming foro ſore, 
The mounting venter for a highdelighbt, 
Did make thic honour ofthe fall the more. 
For who gets wealth that puts not from the ſhore? - 
Daunger hath honour, great deſignes their, fame, 
Glorie doth follow, courage goes before. |, / 
And though teuent oftaunſwers not the ſame, 
'Suffiſe that high attempts haue neuer ſhame. 
The nieanc obſeruer, (whom baſe Sa ſety keepes,) 
Lues without honour, dies without a name, 
And in oternall darknes euer fleepes. | 
And thereſare Du 1 1 a; tis to me no blot, 
To haue attempted, though attain d thee not. 
wth !. — Bn Rayling 
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Ayſing my hopes on hills of high deſire, 

R Thinkiogto ſcale the heauen of her hart, 

My ſlender meanes preſum'd too high a part; 
Her thunder of diſdaine forſt me retyre, 

And threw mee downe to paine in all this fire, 
Where loc I languiſh ia ſo heauie ſmart, 
Recauſe th'antempt was farre aboue my arte : 
Her pride brook'd not poore ſoules ſhold come fo 

Let I proteſt my high aſpyring will, (nic her. 
Was not to diſpoſſeſſe her of her right : 

Her ſoucraignty ſhould haue remained ſtill, 
I onely ſought the bliſſe to haue her light. . 
Her ſight contented thus to ſce mee (pill, 
Fram d my deſires fit for her eyes to kill. 
| C 2 
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O Why doth D'n x — wy. ty 
Gazing her beautie deign d her by t be hy 
And dow nod rather lacke on Hh ;:4 


whoſe (tate beſt ſhewes ; foice of nuttheringrics 


The broken tops of loſtie trees dexhure, : 1 V. 7. . 


The futiæ of a mercy wanting ſtorme : 
And of what force your weranding gendes are, 
Vpon my ſdfe you! beſt may find ie forme; 
Then leaue your glaſſe and gane your ſel ſe ou nee, 
That Mirweſhewes what power in io your face 7 
To view your forme tod much, may daunges he, 
X arcifinectang'd tu flower i in ach acale. 9 1 
And you are chang'd but ave dh Hinem :; 
1 ave your eye hach — flint. - 
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T Once may ſee when yeres ſhall wreck my wrong, 
When golden hayres ſhall change to ſiluer wier: 
And tha ſe bright rayes that kindle all this fare, 
Shall faile in force, their working not ſo ſlrong. 

Then beautie, (now the buthen of my ſong,) -- 
Whoſe glorious blaze the world doth ſo admire, 
Muſt yeeld vp allco tyrant Times deſire , ' 

The fade theſe flowers y deckt her pride fo lohg. 
When, if ſhee grieue to gaze her in the glaſſe, » - 
Which, then preſents her winter - withered hew, 

Goe you my verſe, goe teil her what ſhe was; 

For what ſhee was thee beſt ſhall finde in you. 
Your fieric heatelers not her glotie paſſe, _ 
But (Phenix-l:ke) {hall make het hue anew, -- 

+ C 3 Looke 


SONNET. XXAAIIII. 


Loe Delia how we ſteeme the half blowne Roſe, 
The image of thy bluſh, and Sommers honour - 
Whilit in her tender greene (hee doth incloſe, 
The pure ſweet beauty Time beſtowes ypon her. 

No ſooner ſpreades her glory in the aye, 
But ſtraight her ful-blowae pride is in declining 
Shee then is ſcorn'd that late adorn'd the fayte: 
So clowdcs thy beauty aſier faireſt (ſhining. - 

No Aprill can reuiue thy withred flowers, 7 
Whoſe blooming grace adornes thy glory now : 
Swift ſpecdy Time, ſeathred with flying howers, 
Diſſolues the beautie of the faireſt brow. 

O let not then ſuch riches waſte in vaine, 

But loue whilſt that thou maiſt be lou d mn 

| ut, 


SONNET. XXXU. 


BV love whilſt taat tou maiſt be lou d againe, 
Now whilſt thy May hath fill d thy lap flowers 
Now whilſt thy beauty beares without a ſlaine ; 
Now vſe thy Sommer ſmiles,cre Winter lowers. 

And whilſt thou ſpread'ſt vnto the ryſing ſunne, 
The faireſt flowre that euer ſaw the light, 

Now ioy thy time before thy ſweet be done, 
And(Detls,)think thy morning muſt haue night. 

And that thy brightnes ſeis at length to Weſt, 

' When thou wilt cloſe vp y which now Þ ſnhoweſt 
And thinke the ſame becomes thy fading beſt, 
Which then (hall hide it molt, and coucr loweſt. 

Men doe not wey the ſtalke for that it was, 

When once they find her flowre her glory _ ” 

1 When 
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SONNET. XXXVI. 


Wes men ſhall finde thy flower, thy glory paſle; 


And thou with carefull brow ſitting alone: 
Recciued haſt this meſſage from thy glaſſe, 
That tells thetruth, and ſaies that all is gone; 

Freſh ſhalt thou ſcein mee the wounds thou madeſt, 
Though ſpent thy flame, in me y heat remaining, 
I that haue lou d thee thus before thou ſadeſt, 
My faith ſhall waxe,when thou art in thy waining 

The world ſhall ſiade this myracle in mee, 
That fire can burne when all the matters ſpent : 
Then what my faith hath beene thy ſclfe (halt ſee, 
And tat thou waſt vnkind, thou maiſt rcpenr. 

Thou maiſt repent that thou haſt ſcorn'd my teares, 


When winter ſnowes vpoa thy golden haires. 
When 
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WIen Winter ſnowes vpon thy golden haires, 
And froſt of age hath nipt thy flowers neere, 
When dark ſhal ſceme thy day that neuer eleeres, 
And all lies withred that was held fo deere. 

Then take this picture which l heere preſent ther, 
Limned with a Penſill not all vnworrhy «© 
Heere ſee the gifts that God and nature lene tee, 
Heare reade thy ſelfe. and what 1 ſuffred for thee. 

This may remaine thy laſting monument, 
Which bappily poſtetitie may cheriſh, 

Theſe coloars with thy fading are not ſpent, © 

Theſe may remaine when thou & I ſhall perriſh. 
If they remaine, then thou th. lt live thereby; 7 
They will cemaine, and ſo thou canſt aor die; © 


SONNET. xx xyIII. 


Hou canſt not die whilſt any zeale abound 
In feeling harts, that can conccive theſe lynes; 
Though thou a Laura haſt no Petrareb found, 
In bake atiyre, yet cleerely Beauty ſhines. 

And I (though borne within a coldcr<lime,) | 
Doe ſeele mineinward heate as great, ( know it, 
Hee neuer had more faith, although more rime, 
I louc as well, though he could better show it. 

But I may adde one feather to thy fame, 

To helpe her flight throughout the faireſt Ile, 
And if my pen could more enlarge thy name, 
Then shouldſt thou liue in an immortall tile. 

For though that Laura better limned bee, 


Suffiſe, thou shalt be lou d as well as shee. 
b | O 
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O; not grieu d that theſe my papers ſhould 
Bewray vato the world how faire thou art: 
Or that my wits haue ſhewed the beſt they could. 
(The chaſteſt lame that cuer warmed hart ) 
Thinke not((weerD E£ L 1 a,)this ſhall be thy ſhame; 
My Muſe ſhould ſound thy praiſe with mouruſull 
How many liue, y glory of whoſe name, (warble, 
Shall reſt in —— thine is grau d in Marble. 
Thou maiſt in aſier ages live eſteem' d. | 
Vnburied in theſe lines teſeru d in purencs, 
Theſe that intombe thoſe eyes, that haue tedeem d 
Mee from the vulgar,thee from all obſcurenes. 
Although my catefull accents neuer moou d thee, 
Yet count it no diſgrace that I haue lou d thee. | 
DELTA, 


SONNET. XL, 


Dr 1 a.theſe eyes that ſo admireth thine, \ 
Haue ſeene thoſe walls the which ambition rearcd 
To check the world, how they intombd haue lyen 
Within thEſclues, & on them plonghes haue eared 

Yet found I that no barbarous hand attaind, 

The ſpoyle of fame deſeri d by vertuous men: 
Whole glorious actions luckily had gaind, 
Theeternall Annals of a happy pen. 

Why the though DBI x a fade, 4 not moue e her; 
Though time doe ſpoile her of the faireſt vaile 
+ That euer yet mortalitie did couer ; 

Which muſt inſtarre the needle and the Raile. 
That grace, that vertue, all that ſeru d t in- woman. 
ur theo vnto eternitie aſſommon. . 
#7; Faire 
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FE Ayre and-louely mayde, looke from the shore, - 7 
See thy Leavder ſtriving in theſe waucs 1 - (more> 
»Poore ſoulo quite ſpenr,, whok farce: can doe no 
Now ſend forth hopes. for now calme pirry ſaves. 
Aud waſt him to thee with thole louely cyes, 7 
A happy canuoy to a holy Land 
Now zhewe thy power, and where thy vertue yes, 
To ſane thine owne, ſtteich out the faireſt laud. 
Stretch out the faireſt hand, a pledge of-peacey © + T 
That hand that dart fo right and neuer miſſes 2 
I ſhali forget old wrongs, my gu:#cs5hall ceaſe; 
And that which gaue me woundy, Ile gut is ki 
; O then let th Ocean of my care find ſhane) (111 24 
: That thoa be plæls d. aud I may ſigb no more — * 
1 4 R 
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REA. in my face. a volume of diſpayres, 
The wailing lads of my tragicke woe; 
Drawne with my blocd, & printed with my cares, 
Wrought by her hand that I haue honour'd fo. 
Who whulſt I burne, shee ſings at my ſoules wrack, 
Looking aloft from Turret of her pride: 
There my ſoules Tyrant ioyes her, in the ſack . 
. Of her owne ſcate, whereof I made her guide. 
There doe theſe ſmoakes that from affliction riſe, 
Serue as an incenſe to a cruell Dame, | 
A facrifice thrice-gratefull to her eyes, 
: Becauſe their powre ſerue to exact the ſame. - 
Thus ruines shce(to ſatis fie her will,), 
The Temple, where her name was honour d = 
F ' My 
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MYPz1i1a bath the waters of mine eyes, 
he ready handmaids.on her grace attending: 
That neuer fall to ebbe, but euer riſe, 
Far to their fluw lee neuer grants an ending. 

Th Ocean neuet did attcad more dulie id 
Vpon his ſuueraignes courſe, f nights pale Queen 
Nor paid the impoſt of his waues more truely, 
Then mine vnta her Deitic hae been. 

Yet naught the rock of that hard hart cag moue, 
Where beate theſe teares wv zcale,& fury driueth. 
And yet rather languish in her laue, 

Then I would ioy the faireſt shee that lineth, 

I doubt to finde ſuch pleaſure in my gayning. 

As now I taſte, in compaſſe of complayning - 
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Hove long ſhall I in mine affliction mdurne / 
A burthen to my ſelſe, diſtreſt in mind, © ' 
When shall my interdicted hopes returse,, 

From out diſpaie herein they liue con ind: 
When $hal her troubled 5 with diſdaine 

Reutale the tteaſuro which her ſmyles impart : 

When shalt my faith the happines ai,... 

To breake the Iſe that hath congeald her hart? 
Vnto herſel ſerherlelſo my louc doth ſummon. 
«(If lou in her hach any power to moue,) 

And let het tell me as shec is a woman, 

VVhether my faith harh not deſetu d her loue. 
I know bee cannot but muſt needs confeſſe it, 
Yer deigors not with one {imple figno t enpteſſo it. 
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Blaedegſa cer Love, )is like ibhe morning dewe, 
© Whoſe ſhort refreſh; vpon the tender greene: 
Cheeres for a time burtill the Sunne dot ſhew, 
And Rraight tis gone at it had neuer beene. 
Soone doth it fade that makes the ſaireſt floriſn, 
Shore is the glory of the bluſhing Roſe n 
The hewe which thou ſo carefu ydoſt nontiſti, 
Yet which at ichgrh thou muſt be fbte d to loſe. 
When thou ſurcharg'd with burthen of thy yeeres,: | 
- Shalt bead chy bore * bomeward to ihe enth. 
When time hath made s paſporefor t n 
Dated in age the Kaleade of e 
Zut ah no — hath 2 . 1 


And women gricye to thinke they nnuſt becde. it 
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I Muſt not grieue my Loue, wbole eyes wold reede 
Lynes of delight, wheron her youth might ſmyle; 
Flowers hauc a time before they come to ſeed, 
And (hee is young. and now muſt ſport the while. 

Ah ſport (\wect Maid) in ſeaſon of theſe yeeres, 

And learne to gather flowers beſorethey wither : 
And where the ſweeteſt bloſſoms farſt appeares, 
Let loue and youth conduct thy pleaſures thither. 

Lighten farih ſmyles to eleere the clowded ayre, 
And calme the tempeſt which my ſighes do raiſe, 
Pittic and ſmiles doe beſt become the faire, 
Pittie and ſiniles ſhall yeeld thee laſting praiſe. 

Ibope to ſay, when all my grieſes are gone, 

Happie the hart that ſigh d for ſuch a one. 
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At the Authors going onto Italis. 
O Whether (poore forſaken) wilt thou goe, 
To goe from ſorrow,and thine ownediſtreſle, 
| When euery place pteſcntslike face of woe, 
And no remoue can make thy ſorrowes leſſe ? 
Yet goe(forfaken,) leaue theſe woods, theſe playnes, 
Leaue her and all, and altfor her that leaues 
| ] bee and thy loue forlorne, and both diſdaines; 
And of both, wrongfull deemes, and ill couceaues. 
. Secke out ſome place, and ſee if any place | 
Can giue the [caſtrelcaſe vnto thy griefe : 
Conuay thee frora the thought of thy diſgrace, 
Steale from thy ſelſe. and be thy cares own thieſa. 
But yet what comfort ſhall I hecreby gaine? | 
Bearing the wound, I needs mult feele the paine. 
7 Da | Drawnge ' 
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sal Ia difarined peace detke her and ee? 2 
And Moſe-foc 1, abtbad farte foltred b 


T bes Sonnet was made at the Aut hors 
uf in fal. 
' DRawne with TEENS, 
My toucht hart turnes it to that hap 
My 255 ioyfull North, where all my ebe, 
leuell of my hopes deſired thoft.” 
There where my Ds 1 im — Fong Serve} 1 
Deckt with her youth w world Goth chile 
| lope inthathonour which her ye have og, 
vonder of our happ Ile. 
| Florfh faire A x » 1 o u, gloric the Nor, 
es belt darling,held berwrene bis armes: 
4847 N ld at Vetter vor, 
e for himſclfe, Uefended from all harmes,” 
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Are · charmer Sleepe, ſonne of the ſable Night, - 
Conte — he darknes — LAH 
Relicue wy languiſh,and reſtore the light, 
With darke forgetting of my cares returne. 
And let the day be time enough to mourne, - 

The ſhipwrack of m il aduenared youth * / 
Let waking eyes ſuffiſe to waile their ſcorne, 
Without the torment of the nights vntruth. 

Ceaſe dreames,th'imaginary of out day defires, - 

my modell forth the paſſions of the e, 

euer let Sunne approue you „ 

Ta adde —— to — my ſorrow. 

Still let mee ſleepe, imbracing clowdes in vaine. 
And neuer wake to ſeele the dayes diſdaine. 75 
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ET others ſing of Knights and Palladines, 
L In aged accents, and vntimely words, 
Paint ſhadowes in imaginarie lines, 
Which wel the reach of their high wits records, 

But I muſt ſing of thee, and thoſe faire eyes. 

; Auteatique (hall my verſe in time to come, 
When yet th vnborne ſhal ay, Loe where ſhelics, 
Whoſe beauty made him 8 

Theſe are the Arkes the Trophies I cre, 
That fortifie thy name agaioſt old age : 


And theſe vertues muſt 
Againſt the and Times —— tage. 


| th ertor of —_— they ſhall difcouer, 
d, and was thy louer. 


Suffiſe, they ſhew I liu = 
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AS to the Roman that would free his Land, 
His crror was his honour and renowne : 
And more the fame of his miſtaking hand, 
Then if he had the Tyrant oucr-throwne. . 

SoD xt r a hath mine errour made me knowne. 
And mydecciu'd attempt, deſeru d more fame, 
Then if I had the victory mine owne : 

And thy hard hart had yeelded vp the ſame. 
d folikewi,renowmed is thy blame, 
Thy crueltie, thy glorie ; © ſtrange caſe, | 
That errours ſhould be grac d that merrite ſhame 
And ſiane of frownes bring honor to the face. 
Tet happy DEI x a that thou waſt vnkinde, 
But happier yet, if thou wouldſt change thy W 
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Ike as the Lute, that ĩoyes or els diſlikes, -. - - 
As is his arte that playes vpon the ſame, _ 
$o ſdunds my Muſe, according as ſhee ſtrikes 


Onmy 3 tun d vnto her fame, | 


Her touch doth caule the warble of the ſound, : / 
Which hcere I yeeld in lamentable wiſe, 
A wailing deskant on the ſweeteſt 12 


* Whoſe due reports give honour to her eyes. 
Els harſhe my lie, vatunable my Muſe, '' 


. 


Hoarce ſpunds the voyce 5 praiſcth not her name, 


any pleaſing relſh heere I vic, 
0 happy ground that makes the mulique ſuch, 
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Then iudge the world her beauty gines the ſame. 
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And bleded hand that giues ſo ſweet a40uch. . | _ . 
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None other fame myne vnambitious Muſe, 
Aﬀetted euer, but i eternize thee : 
AH other honours doc my hopes refuſe, 
Whiciz meaner priz d and momentatie be. 
For God forbid | ſhould my papers blot. 
Wich mer. ynaric lines, with ſcruile pen: 
Prayſing vertues in tuem that haue them not, 
Baſely attending on the hopes of men. 
No no, my verſe reſpects nor Thames not Theaters, 
Nor ſeckes it to be knownernto the great. 
But Awov poore in fame, and poote in waters, 
Shal haue my fong where D Ex L 1 a hath her ſeate. 
Auon (hall be my Thames, and ſhec my tong, 
Ile ſound her name the River all along. 12 
| Vnhappy 
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VNhepry pen, and ill accepted papers. 
That intimate in vaine my chaſt deſires : 
My chaſt deſires, (the euet- burning Tapers,) 
Inkindled by her eyes celeſtiall fires. 

Celeſtial! fires, and vnreſpecting powers, 

That deigne not vie we, the glory of your might: 
In humble lines the worke > carcfull howres, 
The ſacrifice | offer to her ſight. 

But ſich ſhee ſcornes her owne, this reſts for mee, 
Ile mone my ſelfe, and hide the wrong I have, 
And fo content me that her frownes ſhould be 
To m'infant ſtile the cradle and the graue. 

What though my ſelfe no honour get thereby, 


Each byrd ſings to her ſelſe, and ſo will l. 3 
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LE heere the 3 of a faith vnfayning,. 
That louc hath paid. and her diſdaine extorted # 
Behold tlie — age of my iuſt complaining, | 
That ſhews world how much my grieſe impor- 
Theſe tributarie plaints fraught with deſire (ted. 
I fend thoſe eyes, the cabiners of loue 
The Paradice whereto my hopes aſpire, 
From out this hell, which mine afflictions proue. 
Wherein I thus doe liue, caſt Jowne from myrth, 
Penſiue alone, none but diſpaire about mee, 
My ioyes a bortiue, perriſht at their birth, 
My cares long liu d. and will not die without mes. 
This is my ſtate, and DEI 1 a s hart is ſuch, 


I ay no more, I feare I ſ1id roo much. 
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N 1 and howers, 
One 2 — | 
en the full of ſiluer ſb mers, 
Whilf the earth ( 2 common mat ber 
bath her boſame decht with flowers. 


M bali the greate#7 Porch 7 beawen 


wth bright rayes warmesFLOR As lap, 
Making nights ard duet both cu. 

cheermg plants with freſber ſap : | 
My field of flowers 2 leremem 

u refreſh of better hap. N 


Ecc u 0, Aurbrer of the Aye, i 


15 


Wh hat fhee (O %%“ 
deth mee and my laue deſpiſe, 


| My haves florifh us decayed, 


- that d:pended on her eyes: 
But her will mui? be obeyd, 
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THE COMPLAINT. 
of ROSAMOND. 
C | 


V T from the horror of Iofernall deepes, 
My podre afflicted ghoſt comes heere to plaine 
| Attended with my ſhame y ueuer 1 (it, 
The ſpot where wich my kinde & youth did ſtaine it. 
My body found a graue where to containe it. 
A ſherete could hide my face, but not my fin, 
For Fame findes neuer tombe t incloſe it in. 


And which is worſe, my ſoule is now denied. 
Her tranſport to the ſweet Eliſian reft, - + 
The ioyfull blifſe for ghoſtes repurificd, 
Th'ever-ſpringing Gardens of the bleſt, 
Caron denies mee waftage with the reſt. 
And ſayes, my ſoule can neuer paſſe theRiucr, + 
Till Louers ſighes on earth ſhall it deliuer. 
So ſhall I never paſſe; for how ſhould 1 an 
Procure this ſacrifice amongſt the liuing? {4 
Time hath long ſince worne out the memorieg, i*>.. 
Boch of my life, and liues vniuſt depriuing 
Sorrow for mee is dead for aye reviving, 9 
Rot au ond hath little leſt her but her name 
= that difgrac'd, for time hath wrong d F Row, *. 
2 | ; o, | 
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E COMPLAINT 
No Muſe ſuggeſts the pittie of my caſe, 
Each penae doth puer - paſſe myiuſt complaint, 
Whilſt others are preferd. though ſarte mage baſe, 
Shores wilt is grac'd,and paſſes for a Saint; 
Her Legend nſtifies ber foule attaint. 
Her wcl-told talc did ſuch compaſſion finde, 
That ſhee is pals'd, and Lam leſt behind. 


Which ſeene with grieſe. my miſcrable ghoſt, 
(Whilome i veſted 1n ſo faire a vaile, 
Which whilſt ic lin d. was honoured of the moſt, 


And being det ies Maher to bewaile,) 
J ſollicit 'thee,: ce others faile,) 
A0 1412 this taske and in thy wofull ſong 


' To ng * d regiſter my wrong. 


e. Abo h I know lms Muſe, 
5 oyld 1 1 law of thine one dire, 
7 in archers cares hach hule time to vie, 2 

ln therefore maiſt eftreweof mine the leſle : 


em hopes attend happy rederſſa. 
Ih ieyes depending ona womant grace. 
— 
p14 Ws hap 16 dei 3 
22 wy thereſt, 


| Whol memerwouldl by pork ley. 


e che beſt) © 
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OF ROSAMOND. 
For age I ſaw, (though yeeres with cold conceit, 
Congeald their thoughts againſt a warme deſite,) 
Yer ſigh their waar, and looke at ſuca baite. 
I ſaw how youth was ware before the fire. 
I ſaw by ſtealth, I fram'd my lookgalyre. 
Yet well perceiu'd, how Fortune made me then 
The enuie of my ſexe, and wonder ynto men. 


Looke how a Comet at the firſt appearing, 
Drawes all mens eyes with wonder to behold it, 
Oc as the ſaddeſt tale at ſuddaine hearing, | 
Makes ſilent liſtning vato him that told it, 

So did my ſpeech when Rubies did vnfold it. 

So did the blazing of my bluſh appeare, 
T'amazc the world,that holds ſuch ſights ſo deere. 


Ab beauty Syren, faire enchaunting good, 
Sweet ſilent rethorique of perſwading eyes: 
Dombe —ů— power doth moue y blood, 
MNiore then the words, ot wiſedome of the wiſe; 
Still harmonie, whoſe diapaſon lies 
Wichin a brow, the key which paſſions moue, 
To rauiſh ſence, and play a world in loue. 


What might I then not doe whoſe power was ſuch? 
What cannot women doe that know their powre? 
What women knowes it not( I feare tos much) 
How bliſſe or bale lyes in their laugh or lowre? 
Whilſt they enioy their happy blooming:flowre, 
Whilſt nature decks her v her proper faire. (iht aite 
which cheeres the woild,ioyes each gh 
4 E 2 


THE COMPLAINT | 
Such one was 1, uy beantie was mine owne, 
No borrowed bluſh which banck · rot beauries ſeek, 
That new-found ſhame, a ſinne to vsvnknowne, 
Th adulterate beautie of a falſed checke 7 
vilde ſtaine to honour, and to women ecke, 
Seeing ch rime our fading muſt detect, 
Thus with deſect to couer out defect. 


Impietie of times, chaſtiries abator, 

Falibood, wherein thy ſelſe thy (efe denieſt: 

Treaſon to counterfeit the ſeale of Nature, 

The ſtampe of heauen, impreſlced by the hieſt. 

Diſgrace vnto the world, to whom thou lieſt. 
Idoll vnto thy ſelſe, ſhame to the wiſe, | 
And all that honour thee idolarriſe. 


Farre was that ſinne from vs whoſe 1 pure, 

When ſimple beautie was accounted beſt, | 

The time when women had no other lure 

But modeſtie, pure cheekes,a vertuous breſt. 

This was the pompe wherwith my youth was bleſt. 
Theſe were the weapons which mine honor wun 
Jn all the conflicts which mine cyes begun. 


Which were not ſmal. I wroughton no mean obiect 
ACrowne was at my feete. Scepters obeyed mee, 
wh6 Fortune made my king, Love made my ſubiect, 
Who did c6rtrand the l ud, moſt hiibly praid mee, 
H nw x v the ſecond, mat ſo highly weigh'd mee, 
Found wel (by prooſe) the priuiledge of beauty. 
That it bad powre to countermaund all dutie. 
| > For 


For after all his victores in Fa AVN CE, 
Triumphing in the honor of his deedes: T 
Vnmatch d by (word, was vanquiſht by a glaunce, 
And honer warrs within his boſome brecds, 
Warrs,whom whole Legions of deſires ſcedes, 
Againſt all which, my chaſtitie oppoſes 

Tec field of honour, vertue neuer loſcs. 


No armour might be found that could defend, 

Tranſpearcing rayes of Chriſlall poynted eyes: 

No ſtratagem, no rezſon could amend, | 

No not his age, (yet old men ſhould be wiſe.) 

But shewes deceive, outward appearance lies. ; 
Let none for ſeeming ſo. think Saints of others, 
For all are men, and all haue ſuckt thcir mothers. , 


Who would haue thought a Monarch would haue 

Obeyed his hand- maide of ſo meane eſlate? (cuer 

Vultus ambition feeding on his liuer, | 

Age having worne his pleaſure out of date, 

But hap comes neuer, or it comes too late. 1 
Tor lach a daintie which: his youth found not, 
Vn his fecble age did chaunce a-lot,, © 


Ah Fertune, neuer abſolutely cao. 

For that ſome eroſſe (till counter · checks our luck; 
As heere behold th'incompatible blood. 
Of age and youth was that whercon we ſtack, 
Whoſe lothing, wee from natures breſlsdoe ſuck, 


$ oppoſite ro what out blood requires. 8 
For equal age, doth equine dee. 
ph —=2 . 9 ut 


* 
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* 
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d in their eren 
Mar not — of onceto thinke be are old 70 
Not truſting what they ſee, but what is told. 

Miſerable fortune to  farre; 
The ſtate of fleand our trail ave,” ” 


\ Yet maſt I needes excuſe ſo 


And now of loues, and plexſarce math dea. 
For thus reviud ſerues and fi'thy '> 1 
Aud ſeekes all mcancs e ET 
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That Courtand age could cunningly deviſe, + 
Th oiſe autentique, made her fit to teach, 

The other learnt her how to ſubteliſe. | 
Both were enough to circumuent the wile. =. 


A document that well may teach the ſage, . 
That ther's no truſt in youth, nor hope in age. 


Qaughter (id ſhee) behold thy happy chaunce, ' 

That haſt the lot caſt done into thy lap, 

Whereby thou maiſt thy honor great aduaunce, 

Whilſt thou vabappy, wilt not ſee thy hap, T 

Such fond reſpect thy youth doth fo inwrap, /' 

6 ſelf againſt thine own fortune 
hat points thee out, & ſeemes thee to importune. 


Dooſt chou not ſee, how Spe Arr A (thy hes) 
Lightens forth glory on thy 
And ſhowres downe gold and treafure from aboue, 
Whilſt thou dooſt ſhur thylap'againfd thy fare? 
Fie fondling fie, thou wilt repent too 
The eier of thy youth; chat ranſt not ſe E 
What is the fortune that doth fbllow thee. y 


Thou muſt noe thiok flowre can alwaies floriſh 
: And that chy beauty will be ill admired, | 
; But that thoſe — — 
Canceld with Time, will haqe their date expired, * | 
And mea will ſcorne wharnow is ſo defired- i 
Our frailties doome-is written in the lowers © - 
| Which floriſh now, and SE 
1 c 
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YHE GCUMPLAINT., 
Reade in my face the ruines of my youth, 
The wrack of yeeres pon my aged brow, &©+ 
I Rauc beene faire, (I muſt confeſſe the truth,) 
And ſtoode vpon as hyce reſpeAs as thou 
Moſt my time, and I repent it now. 


But were Ito begin my youth againe, 


I would redeeme the ume | ſpear in vaine. 


But thou haſt yeeres, and ptiuiledge to vſe them, 

— riviledge doth beare Beauties great ſcale, - 

B , the law of nature doth excuſe them, 

To whom thy youth may haue a iuſt a 

Eitceme not Fame more then thou doolt thy weale. 
Fame(wherot 5 world ſeems to make ſuch choice) 
Is but an Eccho, and an idle voyce. 


Then why ſhould this reſpect of honor bound vs, 

In th'imaginarie liſts of reputation ? Tok 

Titles which cold ſeucritic hath found vs, 

Breath of the vulgar, foe t6 recreation: * 

Melancholics opinion, Cuſtomes relation 
Pleaſures plague, beauties ſcourge,hall to the faire, 

To leaue the ſweet, for Caſtles in the ay. 


Pleaſure is fele, opinion but conceau de. 
Honour, a thing without vs, not our ownes ; 
Whereof we ſee how many are bereau d. 


| Which ſhold haue teap d the glory they had ſowne, 


And many haue it, yet ynworthy, knowne-.-, | - 
So breathes his blaſt this many-headed beaſt, 
Whereaf the wiſeſt haue efloemed leaſt. 4 


wr „ . 


the ſubtile Citty- omen, better learned, 2 
E 


them chaſt enough that beſt ſeeme ſor 
Who'though they ſport, it {hall not be diſcerned, * 
Their face bewraies not what their bodies doe 
Tis warie walking that dooth ſaſelieſt goe. | 
With ſhew of vertue, as the cunning knowes, . 
Babes are beguild with ſweets, ꝑ men with ſhows 


Then vſe thy tallagt, youth ſhall be thy warrant, * 
And let not honour from thy ſports derract: . * 
Thou muſt not fondly thinke thy ſelſe ttanſparent. 
That thoſe who ſee thy face can iudge thy fac. 
Let her haue ſhame that cannot cloſely act. . 
And ſceme the chaſt, which is the cheifeſt arte, 
For what we ſeeme each ſee, none knows our hare. 


The mighty who can with ſuch finnesdiſpence, - 

In ſteed of ſhame doe honors great beſtow t 
A worthy author doth redeeme th offenem 
And makes the ſcarcler ſinne as white as no b. 


The Maieſtie that doth deſcend fo low,, ,..;..{ 
Is now defilde, but pure remaines therein, : > 
And being ſacred, ſanRifics the ſin. 4" 


What, dooſt thou Rand on this, that hee is ade? 
Thy beauty hath the more to worke pos. 
Thy pleaſures want ſhall be ſupply'd with gold, 3X 
Cold age dotes moſt when beate of yeuth is gone » 
— words — ſueli a one. 
Alluring ſhr es moſt dee pe impreſſion ſirilꝛes. 
For age is prone to credite what ie len- 


8 2 err Lr 1 
HNeere interupt, ſhee leaucs mee in a doubt. 
When loe began the combat in my blood, , 
Seeing my youth inuirond round about, * © : 
e bar. vncertaine where my reaſons ſtood, 
Small my defence tomake my party good, - - 
Againſt ſuch powers which were ſo ſurely layd, 
Jo ouer-throw a poore vnskilſull Mayd. 


Treꝛſon was in my bones, my ſee conſpiring, 
To ſell my ſelfe to luſt, my ſoule to ſin: 
 Pure-bluſhing ſhame was cuen in retiring, 
Leauing the ſacred hold it glori d in. 
Honour lay proſtrait for my. fleſn to win, 

When cleaner thoughts my weakenes gan vpbray, 
Againſt my ſelſe, and ſhame did force me lay 


Ah Avſamand, what doth thy fleſh prepare? 

Deſtruction to thy dayes, death to th fame, 

Wilt thou betray that honor held with care, 

T intombe with blacke reproch a ſpotted name, 

Leauing thy bluth, the colours of thy ſhame, 
more os feere to ſinne, thy ſoule to luſt, 
Gracelcfle to lay thy glory in the duſt. 


Nay, feſt let th earth pape wide to ſwallow thee, 
And ſhut thee vp in boſome with her dead, 
Ere Serpent tempt thee taſte forbidden tree, 
Or feele the warmth of an vnlaw full bed, 
Suffring thy ſelfe by luſt to be miſled : 
So to diſgrace thy ſelfe and gricue thine heires, 
That Clyfordrrace ſhold ſcorne thee one of theirs. 
* 10 ; Neuer 
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Neuer wiſh longer to inioy the ayre, 
Theg that thou breathꝰſt the breath of chaſtitie - 
L then thou preſcru'ſt thy ſoule as faire 
As is thy face, frge from impuritie. 
Thy face, that makes th admit d in euery eye, 
Where Natures care ſuch rarities inroule. 
Which vs d amiſſe, may ſerue to damne thy ſoule. 


But what ? hee is my King. and may conſtraine me, 
Whether I yceld or not, | lyge defamed, 
The world will thinke authoritie did gaine mee, 
I shall be iudg d his Loue, and fo be shamed. 
We ſee the faire condemnd,that neuer gamed. 
And if I yecld, tis honourable shame, 
I not, Liuc diſgrac'd, yet thought the ſame. 


What way is Icft thee then (vahappy maid) 
Whereby thy ſpotleſſe foote may wander out 2 
This dreadful danger which thou ſceſt is layJd. 
Wherecin thy shame doth compaſſe thee about 7 
Thy ſimple yeeres cannot reſolue this doubt 
Thy youth can neuer guide thy foote ſo euen, 
But (in deſpight) ſome ſcandale wil be giuen. 


Thus ſtood I ballanc'd equally precize, *. 
Till my ſraile fleſh did weigh mee downe to ſin, 
Till world and pleaſure mado me partialize, 

And glittering pompe my vanitic did win, 

When ro excuſe my fault my luſts beginn, 
And impious thoughts alledg d this wants clauſt 
That though l ſian'd, my ſin had honeſt cauſe: 

So 


do weil the golden balls caſt downe before nee, 
Could entertaine my courſe, hinder my 3 "I 
Whereat my retchlcfle youth ſtoopin | | 
Loit me the gole, the glory, and t oe _ 
Plcaiure had fer my wel- choold oughts to play, 
And bad mee vic the vercue of mine eyes, 
For ſweetly it fits the fayre to wantonile. 


Thus wrovght to ſin, ſoone was I traind fro Court, 
Ta folrane Grange thee to attend 
The time the King ſhould thetber make reſort, 
Where he loues long-deſircd worke ſhould end. 
Thether he daily e doth ſend. 

With coſtly lewels (Orators of loue,) 

Which (abt too wel men know)do women moye. 


The day before the night of my dcfeature, 
Hee greets mee with a Casket ritchly wrought, 
So rare, = arte did ſeeme to ſtrive with tought 
- & cunning work-mans curious thought, 
. whereof | prying ſought : 
And found engrauen on the lidde aboue, 
Anymore, how ſhee with Neprone firoue. 


Ammon. od Dexax faireſt Daughter, 
As ſhee was fetching water all alone "2: 
t Lerns : whereas Neptune came and caught her, 
From whom ſhee ſtriu d and ſtrugled to be gone. 
ting the ayre with and pittcous mone; 
But all in vaine, with him ſh'is forc'd to goe, 


_ Tis ſhame that men ſhould vſe poore maidens ſo. 
There 


* — 


or ROFAMUDND. 
There might l ſee deſcribed how ſhee lay, 
At thoſe proude feere,not ſatif- fied with 
Wayling her heauic hap, curſing the day, 

In act fo piu exprelle diſpaire, (fare. 
And bene l — ſo much more 
Her teares ron her cheeks (poore careful geile) 
Did ſceme againſt the ſunne chriſtall 8pearle. 


Whoſe pure elcere ſtreames, (W lo ſo faire 7 
Wrought hotter flames, (6 miracle of ks, * 
Tim kindles fire in _ heate in teare s, 
makes neglected beautie mightier proue, 
Teaching afl afſecti — ; . 
To ſhew that nothing ill becomes the faire, 
Bur erueltie, which yeelds vnto no prayer. 


This having views, & therwith ſomthing moued, 
Figured | finde within the other ſquares, | 
Trans. ſormed lo,lovsts loued, 
In her affliction how ſhe ſtr faren. 
Strangely diſtreſi d, (6 beauty, botne to cares) 
Turn'd to a Heiffer. kept with 1 
Al waies in danger of her hatefull ſpyes. - 


Theſe preſidents preſented to my view, 
Wherein the of my fall was ſhowne, | * 
Might haue fore-warn Wy cye well what wold enfue; 
And others harmes have made me ſhun mine - 
But fate is not preuented. bote · kad ; 
For that muſt hap, decreed by heat "re: : 
he watke tur Eu ger make che fa1 
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I ne the Gare lrberd my ſoote was 

2 — — did attend it, | 

La the hamewbeareon my fich was ventring, 
Yet had I not the power for to deſend it, 

» — gens. = 

1 — 

. Baryer „ Ahn | 


: When oe, 1 1a Louer, not my Loue, 
And ſelt che haod oſ luſt molt vndeſired: 


Buſurc d d mprooued yy 


tet ſweet Den 1 
Which yeelds no E tis biged, {A 
9 doe required: + . | 


TS rafortunatcly wed, «i 1071 
vo 2 loathed bed. 2 * 477 
— It 
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Theonh old fo dere, +17 
| ITT wy freedome to captiuit ie. 5 
2 12 Vos \ 
Enioynd the raunſome of my bodies ſhame; 


Whickchough I paid, could not redeem 5. 


What greater torment euer could haue beene, 

Then to cnforce the faire to liue tit d: 6] 

For what is beautie if it be not 8; -:"74 ' 

Or what is t to be ſerne, vnleſſe admis'd?: — , 

And though adm d. valefſe in louc defir'd ? 
Neuer were cheekes of Roſes lacks of Amber, 
Ordain d to live imprijond in a Chamber. 


Nature created beautie for the view, : | 
(Like as the Le e 5 
The faite doe holde this priuiled 5 5 
By auncient Charter. io liuemoſt . Wat 14 * 
And ſhee that is debarr'd it, hath Dοο rb. 2 4 
In vaine vur friends in this vie their 3 
For beauty will be —— 21 05 bh: 5 
Wirnes the faireſt firects that Thames doth viſit, © * 
The wondrous eoncourſe of the ghttcring fare, 
For what rare woman deckt with uty i. l e 
M © 9 . 
The — — try may not ſtay ber... 
center of all bezuces bell, * 18 : 
were ö INS ps TAE. 
- | 3 
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Heere do the mio with indica = 
Contemplate beauty gloriouſiy 

And beexcin all our chiefeſt 

To liue where we are prais' an ach defied. 
O how we ioy to ſee our ſelues admired, 


. Whilſt niggardly our fauours we diſcouer, 


We loue to be belou'd, yet ſcorne the Louer. | 


Yet would to God my foote had neuer mou d 
From Country ſaſety, from the fields of rei, 
To know the danger to be highly lou'd, 

And line in pope to braue — 2 


Happy for me, beer hd I beene 


vnluckily had neuer ſtraide, 
But liu d at — a happy Country Mayde. 


' Whoſe vnaffected innocencie thinks 


No guilefull fraude, as doth the Courtly liver, 
She's deckt with trueth, the Riuer where ſhe drinks, 


Di.och ſerucherfor her glaſſe, hercounſell-giuer, 


Shee loues ſincerely,and is loued euer. 
Her daicsare peace, and fo ſhe ends ber breath, 
(True life that knowes not what stodictildeath.) - 


So ſhould I never haue beene regiſtred, 
Ia the blacke booke of the vnfortunate, | 
Nor had my name encold with Mayds miſled, 
— — — 

of taught through ate, 

This leſſon, which my ſel + 

How moſt it hurts char moſt delights the fence. 

Shame 


XIII 


home allows Lace, —— 

S ace is dul 

Impietie will out, neuer Che — 

No walls can hide vs from the eyes of heaven, 

For ſhame muſt end what wickedoes 

Forth breakes reproch een. we leaſt thiak thereon, 
And this is euer propper vnto Courts, 
That nothing can be done but Fame reports. 


— doth explore what lyes moſt ſecrete hidden, 
the — of the Pallace dweller, 
e reuealing what is moſt forbidden, 
— and falſhood both an equall teller, 
Tis not a guard can ſerue for to her. 
The ſword of iuſtice cannot cut her wing, 
Nor ſtop her mouth from virring ſecrere things. f 


And this our ſtealth ſhee could not long conceale, 
From ber whom fuch a forfeit moſt concerned : 
The wr Queene, who could ſo deale, 
That ſhe the whole of all our practiſe | 
And watcht a time when 3 — 

In abſence of the King. to wreake 

Wich ſuch revenge as ſhee deſired * 


The Labetiath ſhee entred by that threed, 
That ſeru d a conduct to my abſent Lord, 
Left there by chaunce, reſeru d for ſuch a decd, 
Where ſhee ſurpriz'd mee whom ſhee ſo abhord. 
Enrag'd with madaes, ſcarce ſhee ſpcakes.a word, 
But flyes with cagec furie to my face, 5 
Offring mee mo a * } 8 


| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 
j 
| 
| 
| 
| 
| 


UMI 


To fat{-fie her wrath, N 
- So fell ſhee on mee in wile, 
EE OD | 


And aficrall hervilereproches 8 

: © Shee ſorſt mee tale the Teer 
To end the life that had her fo abus d, 

3 — 

No crueltie her wrath would leaue s 

No ful act that to e i common, 

(For no beaſt fiereer then a i woman.) 


Heere take ſaith ſhee) thou impudent t vncleane, 
Baſe 8 es ſtrumpet, tale this next your hart, 
— — 


that oppreſſe you ſo, 
up pak 


—. . 
come w 

Thar rs — aaron Keck 
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Taker drench you els by force, 

And will noleat tha ES | 
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| uri KUTA MOND, 
My woful eyes on cuery fide I caſt, *? | 
Rigor about me, in my hand my deatl, p 
Preſenting me the horror of my laſt 
All hope of pitticand of comfort pal, 
No meanes, no power, no forces to contend, 
My trembling hands muſt giue my ſelſe my end. 


Thoſe hands that beautics Miniſters had beene, 
They muſt giue death that me adorn d of late, 
That mouth that newly gaue conſent to ſin, 
Muſt now recciue deſtruction in thereat, 
That body which my luſt did violate, + . 
Muſt facrifize it felfe Cappeaſe the wror 
(So ſhort is plealure,glory — | 


And ſhee no ſooner ſaw Thad it taken, 
But forth ſhee ruſhes, wich victorie,) 
And leaues m alone, of all the world ſorſaken, 
Except of Death, which ſhe had left with me. 
(eh ey A ENG. 
To whom ſhee did her ful reuenge refer. | - 
Ah poore weake conqueſt both for him & her. 


Then my Conſcience ſummons vp my ſin, 
Tappeare 6 fa : 
Now doth.the of my ſoule ; 

When eu ry corner of that hatefull 


Dectates mine error, and reucales diſgrace; | 


* 
* 
- 
* 1 
15 


1 * 
* ” * 6 k 
+ * 1 


Whilſt I remaine oppreſt in 
Death in my body, * 


mee in a hideous face; 


3 Domme 


1 


THE COMPLAINT: : 


Downe on my bed my lothſome ſelfe I cb. 


The bed that likewiſe giues in cuidence 

Againſt my ſoule, and tells I was vnchaſt, 

Tells I was wanton, tells 1 followed ſence, 

And therefore caft by guilt of mine offence, * . 
Muſt heere the right of heauen needs fatiſ-fie, 
And where I wanton lay, muſt wretched dis. 


Heere I began to waile my hard miſhap, 
My ſuddaine, ſtrange ynlookt for miſcrie, 
Accuſing them that did my youth intrap, -' 
To giue mee ſuch a fall of infamie. . 
And poorediſtreiied Ros Au on p, (ſaid I.) 

Is this thy glory got, to die ſorlorne 

la Dezerts, where no care can heare thee morne ? 


Nor any eye of pittie to behold 

The wofull end of my fad tragedy : + 

But that thy wcongs vnſeene, thy tale vntold, 

Muſt heere in ſecrete ſilence buried lye, 

And with thee, thine excuſe together die. 
Thy ſin reucald, but thy repentance hid, 


Thy ſhame aliue, but dead what thy death did. 


Yet breathe out to theſe walls the breath of mone, 
Tell th'ayre thy plaingsfith men thou canſt not tell. 
And thougtathou perriſh deſolate alone, 
Tell yet thy ſelfe, what thy ſelſe knowes too well: 
Viter thy grieſe wherewith thy ſoule doth ſwell. 
And let thy hart, pitty thy harts remorſe, 
And be thy ſelſe the mourner and the Corſe. 
2 Condole 
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* " Condole thee beare, clad all in black diſpaire, 


With ſilence onely,and a dying bed, 
Thou that of late, ſo flori ſo fayre, 
Did glorious live, admir'd and honored : 6. 
And now from. friends, from ſuccour hether led, 
Art made a ſpoile to luſt, to wrath,to death, 
And in diſgrace, ſarſt hecre to yeeld thy breath. 


Did Nature (© for this) deliberate, 


To ſhew in thee the glory of her beſt, 

Framing thine 3 ill fate, 

And indie thy ace the foe to ſpoyle the reſt ? 

O Beautic, thou an enemie 
Tochaſtitic & vs that loue thee molt. (loft ? 
Withaut thee how w ate loath d, and with thee 


E you chat proude with liberty and beauty, 
wel be proude 


(And 6 ma that you he ſo,) 

Glitter in —— d and obſeru d of dutie, 

O that I might to you but ere I goe 

Speake what I feele, to warne by my wo, 
To keepe your feetin — paths of ſhame, 
That no inticing may diuert the ſame. 


oy how againſt your tender weakaes ſtill. 
rength of wit, of gold, and all is bent, 
And all the aſſaults that — — 
Can giue againſt a chaſte and 

Ah let not greatnes worke you 


The ſpor is ſoule.t 
1 d — 


a S804 me ww wo aw © wu_ ow” = ey ww 


Lock vp therefore the treaſure of your love, 

Vader the ſureſt keyes of feare and ſh ſhame : 

And let no powers haue powre chaſt thoughts to 

To make a lawlefſe entry on your fame. (moue, 

Oben to thoſe the comfort of your flame, 3 
Whoſe equall loue ſhall martch with equal pace, 
In thoſe pure waics that leade to no diſgrace. 


For ſee how many diſcontented beds, 
Our one aſpyring, ot our Parents pride 
Haue caus'd, whi that ambition vainely weds 
Wealth and not loue,honour and nought beſide: 
Whilſt marricd bur to titles we abide - 
As wedded widdowes, wanting what we haue, 
When ſhadowes cannot giue vs what we crave. 


Or whilſt we ſpend the freſheſt of our time, 
The ſweet of youth in plotting in the are, 
Alas how oft we fall, hoping toclime. 
Or wither as vnprofitably faue, 
Whilſt thoſe decaies which are wichourrepan, | 
Make vs neglected, ſcorned and reprou 
(And 5 what are we, if we be not lou di * 


Faſten therefore vpon occaſions fit, 
Leaſt — — 
Doe ouer-take your — to ruine — 
— — wi ſe — 
man to v ine 
The treaſuty oy ener ofa 
And hard 9 that is deſir d many. 
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And flye, & flye, theſe Bed-brokers yncleane, 
The Monſters of our ſexe, that make a pray 
Of theyr one kinde, by an vakindly mean, 
And euen (like Vi ) eating out a way (they 
Thorow th'wombe of their owne ſhame, accurſed 
Liue by the death of Fame, the gaine of ſin, 
The filth of luſt vacleanes wallowes in. 


O is it not enough that wee, (poore wee.) 


Haue weakenes, beauty, gold, and men our ſoes, 
— we muſt haue ſome our ſelues to be 
vnto our ſelues, to e with thoſe ? 
— as our feeble forces doe diſcloſe, 
And ſtill betray our cauſe, out ſhame, our youth, 
To luſt, to ſollie, and to mens vntruth? 


Hatefull confounders both of blood and lawes, 


m__ Orators of ſhame, that pleade 83 


acious Agents in a wicked cauſe, 
Fa for darknes, meſſcagers of night, 
Serpents of guile, deuils that doe inuite 
The wantoa taſte of that forbidden tree, Fi 10 
Whoſe fruite once One ſhewe howe ſoule 


— — the habite Sons 92 
ln credit by the can ha | 
The — waics of of gone 2 direct 
The faire and wilie wantons how togoe, | 
m_ your lothſome ſelues your youth TY 
in vncleanes, euer haue been fed, 
57 the reuenue of a wanton bed. 
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"By you kane 
The —— ento ſin, 
The wife made ſubrile, ſubtile made the maye, 
The husband ſcorn d, diſhonored the kin : 
Parents diſgrac d, children in famous beene. 
Confus'd out race, and falſiſied our blood, 
Whilſt fathers ſons poſſeſſe wrong fathers good. 


This,and much more I would haue vttred then, 
A teſtament to be recorded ſtill, 
Signd with my blood. ſubſcrib d M conſcience pen, 
r Are and — — EY 
And ö I wiſh 

I had not Ve — ; 

But dyde inteſtat to haue had no heire. 


But now, the n ſpred thr all my vaines, 
Gan di er ole — — HH 5 
And —_ refpeAt — lat of paines,) 
Plac'd his pale — — enſigne of his might,) 
Vpon his new-got ſpoyle before _— 
Thence ehac d my foulc,ſctting my day ere noone, 
>When I leaſt thought my ioyescould end ſo ſoone. 


And as conuaid Yvntimely ſuneralls, 
My ſcarce cold corſe not ſuffred longer ſtay, . + . 
Behold the King (by chaunce) returning, falls, 
T incounter with the ſame pon the way 
Ap hee repaird ta ſee his deeret joy, © - | 
Not thinking ſuch a meeting could haue hems, 


nn 7 | 
luudge 
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judge thoſe whom chance depriues of fweeteſtwed 

—— ching we hold ſo deere, (ſure, 

The beſt delight wherein our ſoule takes pleaſure, 

The ſweet of life, that penetrates ſo neere. 

What paſſions feeles that hart, enforc'd to beare 
The deepe impreſſion of ſo-ſtrange a fight? 

Tongue, pen, nor arte can peuer ihew aright. 


Amaz'd be ſtands, nor We nor body ſteares, 
Words had no pailage, teares no ifſue found, 
For ſorrow ſhut vp words, wrath kept in tearcs, 
Confus d affeQs each other doe conſound. 
Oppreſs'd with griefe, his paſſions had no bound. 
Striuing to tell his woes, words would not come, 
For light care ſpeak, whE mighty grieſes are dom 


At length. extreamity breakes out a yx. 
Through th impriſaned voice & tearcs attended, 
Wailes out a ſound that ſorroiles doe bewray, 
With armes a- eroſſe, and eyes to heauen bended, 
Vaporing out ſighes that to the yes aſcended. 
2 (the eaſe calamitie aftoords,) * + 
which ſerue for ſpeech whe ſorow wantcth words. 


O heauens (quoth he) why doe mino eyes behold 7 
The hatefull rayes of this vnhappy ſunne? 
Why haue I light to ſee my ſinnes centrold, 8 
With blood of mine own ſhame thus vildly done? 
How can my ſight endure to loake thereoa ?.. 
Why doth not black eternall darknes hide, 
That from mine eyes, my hart cannot abide? - 


What 


What ſaw my life, herein my ſoule might ioy, 
What oe. daics, whom —— 


But onely this, to counterpoiae ? 

This ion, h hope,which death bath interdiged, 

This ſwcer, whoſe loſſe hath all diſtreſſe iuflicted. 
This, that did ſeaſon all my ſowre of life, 


Vext ſtill at home with broyles, abroad in ſtrife. 


Vext ſtill at home with beꝑyles, abroad in ſtrife, 
Ditfention in my blood. ĩarres in my bed, 
Diſtruſt at boord, ſulpeRing ſtill my life, 
Speading the night in horror, dayes in dread, 
Such life hath Tyrants, and this life I led 
Theſe miſeries goe mai d in glittering ſhowes, 
Which wiſemen ſce,the vulgar little knowes. 


Thus as theſe paſsions doe him ouer-whelme, 

Hee drawes him neere my body to behold it, 

And as the Vine maſtied vnto the Elme 

With ſtrict im braces, ſa doth he infold it. 

And as hee in his carefull armes doth hold it, 
Viewing the face that euen death commends, 


On ſenceleſſe lips, millions of kiſſes ſpends. 


Pittifull mouth (faith he) that living gaueſt 
The ſweeteſt that my ſoule could wiſh, 
O be it lawful now that dead thou haueſt, 
This ſforrowing far-wdl of a dying kiſſe. 

And you faire eyes, containers of my bliſſe, 
Motiues of loue, borne to be matched neuer, 
Entomb d in your ſweet circles ſleep for euer. 1 


Ah how me thinks I ſce Death dallying ſechen, 
To entertaine it ſelſe in Loues fweer place, 
Decayed Roſes of diſcolloured cheekes, 
Doe yet retaine deere notes of former 75 
And vglie death ſits faire within bet face, 
Sweet remnants reſting of vermillion red, 
That Death it ſelſe doubts whether ſhee be dead. 


w_—_— beauty,oh receiue theſe plaints, 
Theſe — laſt that I ſhalt make thee, 
For loe, my ſdule that now already faints, 
That lou d thee$iuing, dead wil nor forfake thee, 
Haſtens her ſpeedy courſe to over-take thee. 
lle meet my death, and free my ſelie thereby, 
For (ah) what can he doe that cannot die? 


Tet ere I die, thus much my ſoule doth vow, 
; Reuenge ſhall ſweeten death with eaſe of mind, 
And l will cauſe poſteritie ſhall know, 
How faire thou wert aboue all women kind. 
And after ages Monuments ſhall find, 
Shewing thy beauties title, not thy name, 
Roſe of the world that tweetned ſo rhe ſame. 


5 


This ſaid, though more dt ſirous yet to ſay, 


(For ſorrow is vn willing to giue ouer,) 5 e | 
Hee Goth repreſſe what griefe would cls 8 
Leaft hee too much his paſſions ſhould pK” 


And yet reſpect ſcarce bridles ſuch a Louen 
So farre tranſported that he knew no+Whether, 
For Loue and Maicſtie dwell ill together. 
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"Then were n my funeralls not long deferred, 


_ — —— 


* 32 yet euen then ir muſt be knowne to ſome, 


Wich willi 


— — — 
> % 


But done with alitherires porape could deaife, 

At Gate, where my body was interred, 

And ritchly tomb id in honourable wile, 

Where yet as now ſcarce any note deſcries 
Vato theſe times the memary of mee, 

Oo Is» ee 


For thoſe walls which the credulous 
And apt- norant did found, 

reale, indie 

* DD 
Lyelike con heapes as v ground. 5 
And whan their ne lien fo holy, 
The wiſer ages doe account as 


And were it not thy favourable lynes, 


Re-cdified the wracke of my decayes, 
And th. it thy — — aſugnes, ; 


Some farthat date, and giue me longer dayes, 


Few in this age had knowne my beauties praile. 


But thus tene / d. my fanic redeemes ſome time, 


Ill other ages hall neglect thy rime, 


Then when e in her courſe ſhall bring. 
Sad deſolation on the times to come- 


Whe mirchleſſe Thames (hal haue no ſwan tding, 
All Muſique ſilent, and the Muſes dombe, 


— though not cheriſht fo, 


Swanncs as well as cucr Po. 
But 
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Bar bee En end, . ge 


9 

et ete l one word more [ 

Tell RNAS her ſigb nga 

Aid will her aote the OY — 
And if I paſſe vnto thoſe ha 


The he muſt haue her praiſe pany: her thanks. 


So v4niſljx ſhee, and left mee to renne, 
| woes: 


= * — 
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